Paintings of Tiepolo in I Gesuati

There Is nothing to distract the mind from the paintings, and
from tliis other imagery that fills the mind. Not that they are the
most beautiful of all Tiepolo's pictures, but they have every
quality that was his. They allow for the completion of his genius.
We need not be confined to them. They are the start or inspira-
tion. But., first of all, breathe in the air. This church is on the
quay, and but a few paces from the shipping. The trabaccoM, the
topi, the bragozzi lie outside. The water chops, chops, against
the white stone steps. That other element, the ocean, has a thin
August mist, like oil upon its waters. But only for an inch or two
above its surface, not more than the steam above a drying pave-
ment. The interior of the Gesuati, or its paintings, exhale a femin-
ine history. We have not attained, yet, to the ends of Sacred Love.
We have come, on the contrary, to its climax and its turning point.
We see it, here, in apotheosis, soon to break, and trembling, as it
were, upon the August airs.

But it is time to lift your eyes. The ceiling painting prolongs
our feeling of an embarcation. This is because the painter has
extended the perspective, has made an entrance into the azure of
his sky, by the device of a great flight of steps. There is a stone
landing stage at the church door and, on entering, you climb from
the stone island straight into the clouds where the Spanish saint,
St. Dominic, rides in glory. He is in the element of the gods of
Greece and Rome. His vision of the Virgin puts him into an
ecstasy. He is transported by it. His black and white habit, which
is no longer in spirit, as in the primitive paintings, the 'domini
canis', the black and white cdog of the lord', but the raiment of a
saint, a great ecclesiastic, rules or dominates the painted com-
position. And his rapt ecstasy is as the magic wings of music. It
is something inexplicable that he may not hear or see again; the
ghost of Sacred Love, of his life of suffering and austerity re-
vealed to him. And, therefore, this is the person whom he has
loved. This is not a great painting, it is a great decoration, by the
most consummate decorative painter there has ever been, the
heir of three hundred years of Venetian painting. It is only to be
expected of Tiepolo that he should paint the Virgin as a beautiful
young woman. She floats too far above us to be seen in detail.
It is such a vision as you might have of a lovely face in the theatre.
You can look, and look again, but it becomes no dearer. This is
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